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Fﬁ’:k:'rdm"gfy umt{:t:gbl;e";ﬂded T;‘d, ‘Sure shot you ought to help!” said one :vhlch nobody suspicions, all the | gmooth, but it goes pretty good. Let’s | superstructure, Flack lald frantic “I've got some rights!” he shouted; [x Tid became suspicious without delay.
shop on the Jimmie Sutt. ‘‘We can’t have too much time, gee if she’'s done.” hold upon the pan and wrestled| ‘“I've got some rights, and it won't = He still believed the boys attached

against the candy’s-parents svildly. come off witbout my head.” mueh value to the candy. King and

‘night of the final conspiracy, for Tid,

Jimmie Sutt, Malin Crowe, and Henry

Dole, the inmates, were not only parti- |

cularly silent at the door, but their
shadows were cast upaon the walls in
prodigious size by the sickly little lamp
beside the cobbler’s knee, and their
looks suggested guilt.

King came in there impatiently. His
mood was one of scorn for all the
gathered company and their plans, yet
beneath -it lay curiosity of exceptional
significance. - He looked the assemb-
lage over with a certain air of superi-
ority, and studied Tid Flack’s counten-
ance with scant respect. o

‘“Well,” he said, after a moment of
impressive silence, “I just dropped in
a8 I was passin’ by, fer I didn’'t reckon
to attend no regular meeting. I only
thought I'd see if you old ninnies was
still foolin’ ’‘round teo git up a-jack-
legged soiree up to Mrs. Hanks.'”

The rawboned lumbermen stirred on
their seats ' uneasily. All looked to
cobbler Flack fer defense of their pre-
sent position. Tid coughed behind his
hand. . ¢

“No, King, we  ain't ocontemplatin’
anything gaudy or Shakesperious,” he
replied with gravity. ‘“We're preparin’
a homemade ' surprise party—just ‘a
reg’lar oldfashioned supprise party—for
little Dunny Weaver, and we thought,
as you was sort of sweet on his sister,
wby—" =

“Turn that off, 'Flack, turn it off!*
interrupted King: vehemently. “Shut
down your ad-gate right where you
are. I ain’t Been around there no more
than any of these other galoots—and
none of us ain’t done very fancy, any-
how. What's more, you don’t know
a.supprise party when you see it. Sup-
yrise party? Rats! you’ve been talkin’
about ‘the racket for the last three deys
and everybody into camp knows the
thing {8 comin’.” °

«“7id ain’t told nobody but little
Dnnny,” said Malin Crowe; “and, be-
sides, there’ll be a supprise part, don’t
you worry.”

“You always have to tell the sup-
pris-ee,” added Flack sagely. “Women !

hate to be really surprised. They don’t
git time to crimp their hair, or wash
the baek of their neck. And one un-
crimped woman kin sour the whole
shebang.” :

“And if you don’t tell the supprisers,
then how kin they bring refresh-
ments?’ inquired Jimmie Sutt. *‘And
how kin you have & party without
nothin’ to eat?”’ i s =

“That's why we're goin’ to haye the

candy-pull tonight,” added Henry Dole. :
“Refreshments don't grow on. every

tree in camp.”

“Candy-pull?” echoed Thomas King.
«“Where? Who's goin' to make the
candy?”’

“The whole crowd, ever to Jimmie's,”
answered Crowe. “‘He's got a fire goin’
now. And the pop-corn’s right here in
this bag.” He indicated a barley-sack
with more than a bushel of corn init.

King stared at it hungrily. Then he
looked at eagh of the men in turn; he
was itching 16 be one of the party.

«wwell, I suppose if ‘you gentlemen
know how to run a candy-pull,” he
said, “why, you might not need me
along. - But in case yeu want any
pointers, why—""

He waited without
sentence.

concluding his

savvy when it comes to makin’ candy. |

I don’t claim to know it all myself.”
“Neither do 1,”” confessed Henry Dole.

“I only know you've got to butter your

paws when you pull it.”

“We expected you to. come, King, to
sort of diagnose the candy,” added
Flack. “If she ain’t diagnosed she may
not be done, and when she ain’t done
ghe ain’t candy—she's gravy.”

“Well, of course I know two or three
ways of tellin’ when it’s done,” said

' King, “and I don’t mind steerin’ you

| straight.”

| “Then we'll go right now,” decided

{ the cobbler, promptly blowing out the

. lamp. .

“Don’t fergit this here pop-corn,” ad-
monished Malin Crowe. “Here, Dole,
you take it. T've got to go up to my
shack fer about fifteen minutes, and
then I'll join you all at Jimmie's.”

i But instead of going up the slope to
his own dark cabin, Mr. Crowe slipped
quietly down to the house where Mis-
tress Julia Fothergill was reading,
alone, in her kitchen.

+ He paused outside the window, and,

. studying the figure of the buxom
young woman within, decided she was

“fiot 50 very homely after all. She was
a vast improvement ‘on no girl, and
something had told him it was wvain to
aspire to the hand of Dunny Weaver's

sister, at the Hanks'.

| His knock on the door startléed Miss

' Julia prodigiously. He entéred the room

to find her standing by the table and

staring toward him in extreme agita-
tion.

“Why, Malin Crowe, is it only you?”’
she stammered in confusion. “I
thought—I was just a-readin’ how the
" yillain, Lord Gnashleigh, come sneakin’

+

Crowe looked at the girl in utter be-

! wilderment. ‘“Do you mean you won’t

_replied Miss Fothergill

do it?” he asked incredulously. “You

won’t be my darlin’ little wife?”
‘“Well, I should say I won’t!” an-
swered Julia, with emphasis. “Don’t
you undarstand mno ' English ' conversa-
tion?” ) i
“But it would be such a bully supprise
o all the boys,” pleaded Crowe. ‘‘There

‘won’t be no surprise if you dom't.”

“Well, it’ll supprise me terrible if I do,”
“And I don’t
desire to hear no, further prolongation
of the painful scene. I am aware of
the honor you're doin’ me, sir, but

" blandishments and arguments in vain.

-4n. on-the unsuspectin’ Dora, which

was really Lady Dovecote, and my,
heart near jumped out on the table—
and it’s only you after all, and what

~d’you want, dhiyhow, I'd like to know?”

Malin Crowe had snatched off his

hat. His face was very red, his smile |

" sickly.

“Huh! I ain’t no villain, Julia, you
bet your boots,” he said reassuringly.
“T'm ‘the other feller in the story. I—
'Y come down to ask—to ask—to— BSay,
iJulia, let’s you and be git married. If

 you'll he my wife, I'll be your hus-

{ band.”

{  Julla pulled a hairpin from her dark
tresses and shut her book upon it to

| keep her place. Then she turned to

i 1ok at Malin calmly, her two big

hands on her hips.

“Well, if T ever!” she said. “I didn't
think you'd be like the others, Malin
Crowe, but I might have known you'd
git sick of snoopin’ around: that.Miss
Weaver . pretty soon, for you didn’t
have no more business there than &
frog has got in the soup. Amd after
you've all got white around the gills,
you and Jimmie Sutt and Hen Dole
and baldheaded Tom King think it's
time to come and pop to Julia, hey?
‘Well, I scorn your advancin’, Mr.
Crowe. I don’t hanker after Crowe.
And if Tid ain't so pretty nor so terri-
ble big, and if I did tell him I'd have
to think it over, why, anyways he
didn’t wait for no Miss Weaver to look
right past him before he thouglit of
me. And you kin git, Malin Crowe,
for I'm right in the middle of the most
. exeitin’ part, and the real prince is the

Farewelll That's all; don’t stand there
no more, And shut the door without
slammin’, ‘cause § glass is loose In
the winder. So, good night, Malin,
and pleasant dreams to you.”

Malin was stunnned, but he went,
and all the way to the candy-pull he
was pondering Julla’s revelations. The
state of her mind was beyond him.
‘When he came to Jimmie Sutt's, how-
ever, the rich aroma of boiling molas-
ses and half-done ‘candy burning in
drops on the top of the stove stole

‘goothingly upon his 'senses and re-

newed his faith in the sweetness of
life. s f

“Here he is now,” said Henry Dole,
as Malin entered the cabin. “Say,
Crowe, didn’t you say we'd ought fo
stir im some bakin’-powder when she's
done, to make her nice and white, and
to poke the cloves inte her while she
was bein’ pulled?”

“Yep, that’s the way we always done
it t6 home,” answered Crowe. ‘“Who
says any different?”

“wWell, I didn't dispute your Te-
ceipt,” replied Thomeas King; *“but 1
sald I'd et molasses candy which
didn’t have no foreign substances in-
to it.”

“And the rest of us agrees it wouldn’t
be no good without cloves and cina-
mon and nutmeg and just a leetle
touch of whisky fer we ain’t got no

vaniller,” added Jimmie Sutt. ‘"We
don’t want her to taste like nday-
school chewin’-gum. We wan the

real article.”

Tid Flack was standing by the red-
hot stove, diligently stirring the boil-
ing mess which the boys had created.
The fumes and the heat were slowly
overwhelmng his brain. Crow took &
look at the viscld mixture and drew
in a mighty noseful of its fragrance.

“Smells like the kitchen part
heaven,” he said. “What's in her be-
sides molasses?”

“A spoonful of Worcestershire and
half a cup of ketchup and some pickle
juice—'cause we didn’t have no vine-

| gar—five cups- of- sugar and half a

cup of condensed milk,” answered Jim-
mie Sutt proudly. *“We wanted her
rich—and durn the expense,’”

“No eggs?” inquired Crowe;
single egg?”

The men looked from one to anoth-
er like guilty children.

“We never thought of eggs,” con-
fessed Henry Dole. “Jimmie, have
you got any eggs”

“No,” said Jimmie, “nary an egg in
the shack.”

‘““Well,” saild Thomas King,
seen molasses candy before that was
made without eggs.

“not a

of{,

lonce done service in washing gravel

held his head upon his hand,
'the warmth increased his drowsiness

before it hardens.

- The bays looked; then chaos reigned.

‘the house with is reek.

“Sutt had gripped the cebbler, and both

“I've '

It ain’t 80 jous scalp, if not indeed his

He took the spoon from the cobbler’s
hand, dipped out a generous dose of
the boiling eandy and dropped it in-
to a dipper of water. It sank to the
bottom and hardened to the consis-
tency of fiint. ' All the cooks gathered
sbout Xing while he loosened the*
black mass from the bottom of the
dipper. Meanwhile the mess on the|
stove was burning Industriously. |

“She’s just about ready,” announces |
the diagnostician, lifting ‘the dripping
nodule of stuff from the water.
“Grease your pan—grease your pan!
She’ll be done in just two minutes!”

The receptacle they smeared with
bacon-fat was a gold-pan which had

in a mining-camp. It was large,
strong, and three inches deep, with a
widely flaring rim. Into its hold the
seething, volcanic confestion was
poured, and cobbler Tid Flack sat
down to watch it cool. for pulling,
while the others made clumsy prepar-
ations to pop their bushel of corn.
They were a long time making ready,
and the candy was stubbornly reten-
tive of its heat. Above it Tid Flack
while

and the rich, heavy fragrance' cloyed
his senses. He nodded, pulled himself
up with a jerk, then nodded again
above the pool of stuff. He did his
very utmost to force his eyes wide
open, yet the voices of the -others ser-
ved rather to soothe than excite him,
and peace engulfed his being—a peace
deliclously scented by the candy.

Meantime, his companions had burn-
ed a whole popperful of corn. While
they wrangled and exchanged informa-
tion concerning the art of popping the
kernels, Tid Flack had utterly suc-
cumbed to the goddess of sleep. Down,
down sank his chin upon his breast;
then down, down sank his bedy, till
at last his head, with its tangle of
thi wiry hair, was pillowed in the
great pool of candy, into the warm,
ylelding substance of which it sank
to a depth of at least two inches.

Comforted, almost narcotized, by the
delights of his rest, Tid at length be-
gan to snore. One of the boys en-
grossed with the corn suddenly recall-
ed the fact that candy must be pulled

“Hey, Tid,” he called, *“how’s she
coolin’?”*

Then he cast a glance in Tid's direc-
tion’ and was all but petrified with
horror.

“RBoys!” he yelled at the top of his
voice, “boys, look at Tid in the candy!”

All bawled in fury or astonishment,
three ran to part the pan and Tid, and
the cosn on the stove was left to fill

At the first savage pounce upon the
pan and his neck, Tid Flack was rude-
ly awakened.

“#@Git out of that! Git out! Git out!”
cried King, who was proud of the
candy.

He had snatched the pan, even as
were instantly tugging with . lusty
might and main.

Tid yelled. His head was thorough-

lift it off the way it is, but a little bit

_So, Tid, you set down and we’ll throw

ly cemented in the pan, the candy
having hardened till a cold-chisel only
could have cut it. To save his prec-
entire

“Leave go! Leave go!” he shrieked
in his anguish. ‘“I'm stuck! You're
pullin’ off my neck!”

King and Sutt beheld that this was
56. Excited as they were, they real-
ized that Tid and the candy had amal-
gamated into one compact mass that |
utterly defied the rescue of either one, :
even by violent meagures.

“Well, what in hell was you doin’?"”
demanded King. “Look at you! Look
at the candy! What we goin’ to do?”

“Do? Why it’s plumb pizened!” de-
clared one of the men,

“] didn’t mean to—I must have fel}
asleep,” answered Tid, still fervently |
clutching the rim of the pan with
both his hands, as if it had been a
metal hat. “I'm stuck, and it's get-
ting harder all the time.”

“Yes, and what's the use of tryin’
to save the candy now” demanded
Henry Dole. “It’s spoiled and ruined
forever!”

“T don’t see why,” answered Jimmie
Sutt. We ought to be able to get it
off of Tid all right, and a little bit of
hair-oil ain’t so bad. We'd have to
grease our hands to pull it anyhow.”

*Don’t yow pull it again! Don’t you
touch it!” cried Tid, retreating back-
ward from the savagely disappointed
group. “You'll have to take it off
easy.”

“We've got to git it off the best way
we kin. You ain’'t a-goin’ to. hog it
all,” said Malin Crowe. “It’s too darn
good to be wasted, and I ain’t had a
smell. And we needn’t tell anybody
nuthin® about Tid’s hair.” :

“It’s all the molasses I had,” said Jim-
Sutt. “Of all the rotten shames I ever
seen, this is the worst.”

“1'1l tell you,” said King; “we can’t

of water would loosen her up and nev-
er hurt the eandy to speak of, It's aw-
ful hard to spoil good molasses candy.

a little water up around your hair and
wash her loose.”

“That's it. I knowed we could think
up a way to git it off all right,” said
Dole, more hopefully. *“Where's the
dipper?”

Not without misgivings, Tid sat
down, still holding to the pan with
steadfast purpose, and’ King fetched
the diper, filled with water. He p'aced
it on the table and looked up under the
rim of the pan, the better to direct
his liberating efforts.

“Stuck all round, hard as rushes in
the ice,” he announced; “but I guess
‘this’ll' fetch her.”

Taking the dipper in his hand, he
dashed the water upward, under the,
pan, just as Tid sprang to his feet.
Gasping and frantic, Tid yelled:

; “Help! Help! Oh, Lord! Oh, where’sl
a towel? { : .

“Set down!” commanded Thomasl
King. “You ain’t in swimmin’. Let us§
see if the candy’s got softer.” !

Tid was plumped down in his chair!
and the boys tried to urge his hair and i
the candy to part. But, except for the(
shallowest film of softened stuff on its i
surface, the confection was quite as
acamantine as before. Tid yelled and
fought as they tried to take it off, and
finally escuped to the end of the room, l
holding to the pan upon his head.

“We've got to wet her agaln."'de-f
“Maybe two Or:

clared Jimmie Sutt.
three times will do the biz.”

“I ain’'t goin’ to let you douse me
again.for all the candy in the world,”’
said Tid. “Some kinds of candy ain’t
worth it, and anyway I don't believe
this is extry good. I can taste it run-
nin’ down my face.”

. went

“You're tastin’ more face than any-

thing else, and of course that’s pretty
fermented,” answered Henry Dole.
“You bet that candy’s worth savin’!”

‘Tid was therefore persuaded to un-
dergo one more attempt at the water-
cure, which shocked him even rr ore than
the first; Drenched, dripping with
sticky ooze that trickled from the
candy down across his countenanca
like muddy tears, the little cobbler was
a saddening spectacle on whom his
companions gazed with mingled indig-
nation and despair, since the candy
still adhered to its own.

“We can’t do it that way,” agreed
Thomas King, when Tid had shrieked
out & wild. refusal to submit to one
more trial of the bath; “but we might
be able te chip it out with a hatchet
and save the pleces.”

“No, you don’t!” said Tid. “You'll
want to put in some giant powder rext.
You fellers think I'm just a plaything;
that’s what the matter.”

“Huh!' said Malin Crowe,
mind was working peculiarly.
gum!”

“] don’t see why we need no candy
fer the party nohow,” said Dole, be-
coming discouraged anew. “Can’t we
git along without it, and let Tid take
it home?”

“Oh, hang the surprise party to a
sour-apple tree!’”” answered Thomas
King. “I was goin’ to work up a gen-
uine surprise, but Julla Fothergill is
gittin’ so stuck on snide, tin-horn
heroes in ten-cent novels that she don’t
know a good thing when it bumps her
house.” !

whose
“By

* «you bet she don't,” agreed Jimmie

Sutt. “T know all about that myseif.”
And he winked with profound signifi-
cance.

“Yep, I got a dose tonight myself,”
admited Malin Crowe. “She ain’t got
no use fer any of the gang, unless it's
— — Say, King, come over here a min-
ute. I want to speak to you.”

The two retired to a corner. Mean-
ttme, Tid 'was holding to the rim of his:
pan in fear his companions might
wrest the candy from him still by some
violent manoeuvre. Sutt and Dole were
utterly despondent. After a moment of
consultation, Crowe and Xing sum-
moned all but Tid to their corner.

‘“gay, boys,” said Crowe, sotto voce,
“it seems like we all got left on Julia
Fothergill, and I got it last, and she
gave herself plumb away tonight and
said old Tid had bin and asked her
first of all to be his blushin’ bride. And
she made a crack about him bein’ a
prince or dook in disguise. So me-and
King is goin’ to fetch her up here to
the shack and let hér see the dook in
all his glory. And if that don’t cook
somebody’s goose and give ’em a bang-
up surprise party, why I'll eat your hat
raw, without no gravy nor salt. So
keep him here guessin’, and we'll be
back in less than half a shake.”

Crowe departed forthwith, and Sutt
and Dole declered they had gone on &
scheme to save the confection by &
perfectly painless process. Tid, how-
ever, would have fled to his cabin,
candy, pan, and all, had his friends not
presented the move.

The fire in the stove subsided, then"
out - altogther. Tid was waxing
wroth and worried and the ‘whole affair
was assuming an aspect of gloom and
alarm, when presently the door was
opened and in came Julla Fothergill,
with King and Crowe and tlree other
men of the camp, who had followed to
behold the cobbler’s dilemma and the
scorn of the woman who would find
him so utterly absurd.

For a moment there was silence in
the cabin. Then came the surprise.
Julia had no sense of humor. The res*
cue of Tid from cruelty, oppression,
and wrong appealed to her womanly
nature. His ecandy-streaked counten=

' ance depicted woe unutterable. Julia

nearly cried. Then, wildly indignant at
those she conceived to be his persecus
tors, and filled with romantic tender-
ness and yearning over the wholly.
wretched little cobbler, she turned

| upon the others with a burst of scorn

that fairly made them wither where
they stood. In her novel she had read,
three times over, a truly pyrotechnie
explosion of .wrath from the lips of &
heroine, majestic at the end of most
exasperating iniquities, and this, and
this, and much more, she vehemently
discharged, till the candy-makers Ty~
stallized with dread.

“Toads ye: are, and unclean mon-
sters!” she concluded superbly. “The

! Jow hyenas of thé jungle, ashamed of
! nuthin’ mean or cowardly, and fillin’
| their = carcasses with awful which the
king of beasts has left, would creep ha |

from your soeiety with loathin’ and

! disgust. Ye have done your worst, ¥o

i

i

have groveled in the mire and slime of
your own base manufacture, and now
ye are nipped in the bud. Outcasts of
decency, yve' can writhe underneath my
contempt! ‘I leave ye to your hellish
joys and dévices. And don’t ye come
down to my house no more, for coyotes
would be better company, and ye make
me sick way down to my feet!”

Then, sweeping the cowed and smile-
less group with one blasting glance,
she placed her big red arm about the
cobbler's’ waist and, with Tid holding
fast to the pan of candy on his head,
strode proudly with him from the
place.

And, strangely enough, when she had
placed the pan upon her table, with
Tid. patiently crooked over above t,
and then with warm water soaked him
away from the mess, as a stamp is
soaked from paper, the man became
even ‘more precious in her sight than
before, while the rich confection was
haughtily thrown outside, upon the un-
clean earth.

And it came to pass that on the even=
ing previously scheduled for the sur-
prise party, two gay persons only
marched upon the home of the Hanks
with festive intentions. One was the
radiant Miss Julia Fothergill, bearing
a large frosted cake in her two red
hands; the other was Tid, the cobbler,
bearing a slightly perceptible fragrance
of candy in his hair.

- .

THE LONGESI

AY AROUND,

. =

BY

M. W. Hastings

The girl in the advertising depa.rt-!

ment of the “Daily Record” looked up
in amazement at the young reporter,
then she read over the advertisment
very carefully @and aloud:

“WANTED: A young woman to eat
Christmas dinner, at any place she
may select, with a young man alone
in the city. Must possess & refined
bearing, a high-school education, and
e sense of humor. Address Box 79,
Daily Record. Can furnish best refer-
ences.” ! it

“Yes, that's it” sald Channing
ealmly. “See that it goes in tonight's
pappr, pleagé. Christmas is only five

days oft.”

“Is it a joke?" :

“It's an adventure.” Chaning smiled,
the ' guick  frank smile that with his
close-cropped curls gave such an en-
gaging ‘air of youth to his face. It
was one of his most valuable assets,
thig air of youth, though Channing
never for a moment suspected that
his success in obtaining photographs
or interviews was due to anyilhing but
his masterly journalistic finesse.

“you mustn’t say anything of this
to the boys,” he continued, as she
filed the “ad” and made out his billL
“I don’t want old Smith to hear of it.
e was kind enough to ask me to din-
ner, but somehow that wasn’t very——
very convenient. He hesitated over
the word, thinking of Smith’s plump,
assiduous sister. “So I told him I'd a
prevlbus engagement with a girl. Now
I'm going to find her.”

«what sort of a girl do you think
would answer?’ demanded Miss Er-
win. v
“I'm going to find out,” he replied
cheerfully.

Miss Irwin subtly amended the
question. “What would think of a
girl who did answer 1t?”

“Oh, that depends., If she was 2a
nice girl, I'd think her so; if not—"
He shrugeged lightly, “Everything de-
pends in this world. - Theoretically,
she be a bold young baggage, of
course; but there's just a chance some
modest young violet will rise to the
oceasion. You ean never tell,” he con-
cluded. sagely, “what the very nicest
girl will do—on occasion.”

Fvidently the troubled waters of a
great eity had not yet quenched
Chanfng’s boyish thirst for adventure.
This joke was the sort of lance that
vouth loves to break with life, and
tha girl behind the desk smiled out at
him in sympathtic undrstanding,

“you'll probably get a lean old art
student,” she prophesied. “Why don’t
you stipulate for beauty?”

“Tord, they'd all claim {t!"”

“1'd like to see your answers.”

“Oh, you shall,” promised Channing;
“that is, If there are any.”

There was no question about there
beinr any however. When Channing
fnva-tigated Rox 709 next day, it seem-
ed that Chicago sheltered innumerable
veunz woman desirous of sharing
that Christmas dinner, ell superlative-

ly attractive, educated above the or-
dinary, endowed - with every - accom-
plishment under heaven, as well as
the required humor, and of a refine-
| ment beyond description, Many of the
answers were illiterate; many too
inviting; nine-tenths patiently impos-
sible.

With ene or two eliminations : he
carried the collection to Miss Erwin’s
desk the next noon hour, and she fell
upon them with all the feminine zeal
for exploration. Channing leaned
against the desk, drawing little circles
on her neat blotter—a thing that she
abhorred, but against which she said
’nothlng at all iIn reproof. One by one
‘she laid the letters down in the same
pile—the pile of the undeserving,
Channing called it.

“Is that all?” she demanded disap-
spointedly.

“Behold the possible tenth, the rem-
nant of Israel that shall be saved!”
He laid ‘three more letters before her.
One was on bhig gray paper in the ty-
pically bold script of the American girl.
Miss Erwin took that first,

“My humor is vouched for in my
answering this at all. The refinement
of my bearing is apparent to the most
casual observer, and my education I
trust these few lines will bear in upon
you., While not strinkingly handsome
my bearing has not been found un-
pleasing. Frankly, I am alone in the
city, and if you are the gentleman en-
gaged on the humorous, if somewhat
unconventional, quest that your ad-
vertisement suggests, I will meet you
if you wish. Annie Wynne, General
Delivery.”

-

“That’s rather possible, you know,”
commented Channing in tones of ju-
dicial care. “I should argue rather a
merry, breezy individual, able to look
after herself if need be—a brunette
with a good deal of color, snappy eyes,
and a touch of temper. Shall I take
her?"”

“If you like that kind.” While not
exactly cold, Miss Erwin’s voice con-
veyed no palpable affinity for the
| brunette vision. She picked up the
| next, a little sheet of white note-pa-
| per.

“Iam a girl earming my own living
jand living with relatives who are
{ not congenial to me. I am not very
! pretty nor very clever, and I suppose
| I am not very.refined or I would not
be doing this; but there are times
!whon I can’t stand the routine of
! things any longer. There must be
an adventure waiting somewhere, and
I am ready to make a Christmas din-
ner with you that adventure. Ethel
May, General Delivery.”

“There is a discouraged girl,” said
{ Channing.
. Miss Erwin studied the writing. “It
| sounds genuine,” she ‘admitted.
{  “It’s uncommonly appealing.” Chan-
ning was evidently forsaking the viva-
clous brunette. ‘““Phat girl is a lady—
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shy and proud and a little gauche and
colorless, but exquisitely sensitive.
Things haven’t gone right with her—
you can see that.”

“Do things ever go right with any-
body?” murmured Miss Erwin, some-
what dryly. She was unfolding the
third letter, on blue paper.

“My Dear Mr. Channing: You see
I know you, though you don’t know
me at all. But I can safely promise
that I am all your advertisement asks,

and I have a few graces in addition.'

If you want to know who I am and
how I knew your ‘ad,’ you will have
to give me that Chrismas dinner.
Mary Smith, General Delivery.”

“There!” cried Channing. “What do
you think of that? I belleve you told
somebody.”

Miss Erwin met the accusation with
eyes of angelic iInnocence. *““I haven’t
told a soul,” she vowed ‘“You must
have done it yourself.”

‘“You bet I haven’t,” he returned
vigorously. He paused, lost in thought.
“I can’t very well refuse that dare.”

“I suppose not. Curiosity, pity, ad-
venture, which will win?” she mur-
mured, putting the three letters to-
gether and handing them to him. She
waited a moment, then, with friendly,
impersonal interest, asked,

“Instead of all this, why don’t you
take some nice girl you know?"

“The girls you know, are they ever
as alluring as the girls you don’t
know?” queried Channing gayly."

Miss Erwin impaled a clipping on a
file with vicious force. “There is such
a thing as a pig in a poke,” she re-

estly, undisturbed by her mirth., *“If
they both suit, I'll take one then, and
make a date with the other for the
evening—eat two dinners if necessary!”
he finished in a burst of sacrificial en-
thusiasm. i

Miss Erwin suddenly buried her face
in her hands, pink to the very roots of
her dark hair, her shoulders shaking
convulsively. It downed on Channing
that she was really a very jolly,
natural girl, but he ‘didn’t see what on
earth she was so amused about.

Christmas day dawned crisp and cold.'
Throughout the city men were at work
clearing away the new-fallen snow, but:
on Michigan ‘Avenue the lake-front lay
yet undisturbed, glistening brightly in
the sun. Tree and bushes were powder-
ed with frozen snow and hung with
delicate icicles glowing, prismatic-hued,
in the light. i

Channing strode briskly along the
avenue. Directly before him. lay the
Art Institute, its broad gray masses
lending themselves charmingly to large
effects of light and shade. But Chan-
ning had no eye for architectural
beauty at that moment. He was
scanning the wide steps disguestedly
enough where no merry brunette met
his expectant gaze. !

He walked on as far as _the auditor-
jum and then back, but though it was
fifteen minutes past the hour, the steps
were still empty. Wasting no more
time upon the elusive lady of the gray
note-paper, whose advertised virtues
evidently did not include punctuality,
Channing entered the building to dis-
cover if the other two were as deflei- |
ent. Within, on the stairs leading to

minded him somewhat dryly, then her | an upper gallery, a pair of bright, alert

face cleared and she chuckled softly to | eves were watching for him,

herself over her work.

Channing put the three letters into | cause
his pocket, sweeping the others into shrank hurriedly out of sight.

the waste-basket, and went off, declar-
ing he would sleep on his decision.
The next morning he passed her desk
before the rush of the work was fairly
begun. She glanced up, pen in hand.
“Well, which is it to be?”
“All three.”
“All three?”

i

i
|

“That's it.”” Channing positively radi-

ated satisfaction., “I began to feel that

whichever way I decided I'd becheat- |

ing the other two out of a meal; and
then, too, there is a wise saw against
putting all your eggs in one basket. So
I wrote the brunette of the gray note-
paper to meet me Christmas at twelve
on the Art Institute steps for a pre-
liminary hearing. The girl of the white
note-paper I have asked to meet me at
twelve-fifteen before the statue of Joan
of Arc—a high-school education ought
to carry her as far as that—and the
lady who knows me so well is to linger
in the north gallery at twelve-thirty.
Christmas is Sunday and a free day;
hence my cholice.”

“QOh, I should love to be there,” gasp-
ed Miss Edwin.

“It isn’t probable that more than two
will be there,” pursued Channing mod-

‘

but Chan-

ning saw them not at all; perhaps be-
their possessor, at his z\pproach,;
i
Channing did not look ubp. He‘i
glanced again at his watch, straighten- |
ed his tie, settled his coat collar, and
with a vast ssamption of nonchalance, |
strolled toward the statue of Joan of,
Arc. In front of the figure stood a !
young woman, her absorption appar-
ently as profound as his own. In one
correctly gloved hand she held a cata-
logue, and her eyes moved constantly
from the pace before her to the printed
page, as if to verify her impressions.

Channing contemplaed her back du-
biously. It was a very properly gown-
ed back of slender proportions, but
there was a definite suggestion of
erectness, not to say rigidity, about it
that stayed his approach. - Finally,
coughing discreetly behind his hand
like the veriest amateur, he stepped
forward.

“T beg your pardon, but—"

The young woman turncd. Her eyes
wandered calmly over his face with no
ray of understanding to illumine her
glear-cut features. She wore: eye-
glasses.

“] beg your pardon,” he began agaln,
“put aren’t you expecting me?"”’

It was Inanity itself, but

mere
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! masculinity could do no more in the

glitter of those glasses.

“Do I look as if I expected you?”’
asked the spectacled person in zero ac-
cents.

“No,” admitted Channing, with hu-
mility, “you do not.”” Then, unneces-
sarily enough, he continued to explain.
“You see, I was to meet a girl here
who wanted to go to dinner.”

“1 am not -hungry,” said the young
woman, and turned her back on him
and his explanations.

Channing fled into the north gallery
and remained there for some time.
Finally he emerged, still unaccom-
panied, and moved over to a strategic
position near the stairs, gloomily sur-
veying the deserted entrance. There
was an ever-increasing rustle of silk
behind him and the sound of descend-
ing footfalls. He turned to meet Miss
Erwin.

«T couldn’t stay away,” she owned,
laughing.

“It’'s mighty poor humting. Did you
see that?” Channing waved his hat
eloquently in the direetion of Joan of
Arc.

Miss Erwin nodded, her eyes beaming
with mischief. “It's not too late for
the third,” she told him consolingly.

“It's not too late for any of them ac-
cording to a woman’s idea of puntu-
ality.”

“Don’t be scathing.
on hand.”

“You're a business woman and—"

«Busines women don’t count,” she
finished quickly. \

«Nonsense! I meant they were dif-
ferent.”

‘1 don’t feel very different,” she mur-
mured quizzically. She did mnot look

At least I was

very different either; the out-of-
doors * had restored the rosiness
that office work was sapping.
| Her dark hair was waved and a

a saucy winged bird,
perched lightly upon it. It was very
becoming. Channing did not remember
having noticed her in a hat before.
The angular lady, who had moved
from Joan to the kueeling Venus, cros-
sed the building and raised cold, ap-
praising eyes to the two at the stairs.
«ghe disapproves of me, gaid Miss
Edwin - with conviction. “She thinks I
look as if 1 expected you.”
Channing put his watch b
pocket. "1 refuse to linger on,” he de-
clared, with a lightness that could not
entirely conceal a very natural cha-
«The three fates have turned me

scarlet toque, like

ack into his

grin. !
down. If you’ll permit me, T'll see you
home.” I
Miss Erwin walked past the swing-
ing doors before replying. Then she
fixed her eyes thoughtfully upon the
buildings opposite. e -
“My bearing, while not patrician,
nurmured, in tones of pensive self-

she 1 ‘ i
communion, *is not wholly uncultivat=

ed; my refinement——"" :
“Oh, I say!” Channing broke in with
his merry, infectious laugh. “Will f\'('\l
eat that Christmas dinner? I Ul()!l_‘;n;’l,
you lived -yvith your family, you know.

Sl e

“My aunt,” corrected Miss Erwin.
“It’s not just the same thing.”

Nearly all the surrounding tables had
changed occupants, but Miss Erwin
and Channing lingered pleasantly on.
Soft, blue smoké rings were floating
lazily up over the young man's head,
the comfort of an excellent dinner fill-
ed his soul with peace, and the glam-
our of the eternal feminine was gaining
perceptibly upon his senses.

“Next time,” said he, “we'll have &
booth.”

“Next Christmas?’ smiled Miss Er-
win,

“Next week.”

“Oh!” Miss Erwin laughed mischiev-
ously. “Aren’t #you glad those girls
didn’t come?

“I'm gratitude itself.” He added,
however, with suwdden reflectiveness, o |
wonder, though, why they didn't.”

“Perchance one of them did.”

“What!"”

Channing’s startled eyes scught her
own in amazement; Channing’s hand
went slowly to his pocket and drew out
three letters. From these he selected
the one on blue stationery beginning,
“My dear Mr, Channing.”

“You wrote that?” he asked.

She clasped her hands in mock peti-
tion, “Mea culpa.”

‘Ho, I knew it all along,” he said tri-
umphantly.

“You didn’t have an inkling, she
averred placidly. She hesitated, then
reached across to the letter in gray
paper. ‘“‘And that,” she said, “and
that.”

“But—but -they’re so different!”
There was no mistaking Channing’s
astonishment now,

“] am different.”

From sheer bewilderment he bent his
head and perused both notes in sil-
ence. Miss Erwin occupied herself in
crumbling a cracker most untidily upon
the tablecloth, with  surreptitious
glances in his direction. She looked a
little like a scared child, uncertain
whether to expect praise or blame.

« «while not strikingly handsome,
my bearing has not been found un-
pleasing,’ ”” read Channing aloud from
the gray note.

“Well,”” she bristled defiantly, i ¢
didn’'t say I was a bhreezy brunette,
you know, with snappy eyes and a
good deal of color. You made that up
yourself.”

“Oh, you fraud, you fraud!” Chan-
ning was chuckling explosively. He
picked up the white note. * ‘—but there

are times when 1 can’t stand the rou-
tine of things any longer. There must
be an adventure waiting somewhere

» 0

“Don’t you dare laugh. That was
genuine.”

“And you sat there and let me—""

“Let you call me ‘gsauche and color-
less, but exquisite gensitive!” Oh
jear! oh deart 1 samehow as if I'd

cheated you.” She added more soberly,
after a pause, “but I haven't really.

You picked out my notes yourself, and
the others were simply rubbish. You
couldn’t have dined with one of them.”

Her eyes wecre very bright and her
cheeks were very pink, but that was
not why Channing looked so long. A
deeper charm drew him—the charm of
fine Intelligence and a brave spirit,
and beneath all the merry comradeship’
a hint of something sweeter, truer yet.

“Ah, well,” said he enigmatically
enough, as he nocketed the three notes
with elaborate, ostentatious care, “the
longest way around is occasionally the
shortest way home.”

LEFT TO TIME.

Fertile must be the imagination eof
the citizen who successfully evades
doing his duty on the jury. A man on
one occasion appeared befors the judge
and exclaimed pleadingly:

“Sir, if you can excuse me, pray do,
I don’t know which will die first—m¥
wife or my daughter!”

“Dear .me, that's sad,” sald the
judge. “Certainly, you are excused.”

The next day the man was met by,
one of the jurors, who in a sympa~
thetic voice asked:

“How’s your wife?"”

“She’s all right. Why do you ask?

“And your daughter?”

“She's all right, too. Why do yeu
ask?”

“Why, yesterday you told the judge
that you did not know which would
die first.”

“Nor do I. That is a question time
alone can answer.”—Cassell's Journal.

The reason you don't smypathize
with me is that you have never been
disappointed in love yourself.”

“T haven’t eh? That’s all you know.
Why, I once advertised for a wife
with a million dollars, and I mnever
got a single reply.” — Philadelphia
Press.

THE RATE PER CENT.
i T
«“gSmith takes more interest in his bus-
iness than any one I know.”
“What’s his business?”
“He runs a pawnshop."——Illustrated
Bits.

RULE OF CONTRARIES.
et
Silhouette—Wonder why the
so fond of drawing

Miss
artist is always
dark wemen? ;

Mr. Allblack—Probably his wife's &
blonde.—Illustrated Bits.

B

BASE SLANDER.
«your husband,” said Mrs. Highmus
graciously, ‘is decidedly interesting
and original, even if he ddes sometimes
his own horn .a little too’'—
isn't indignantly exclaimed
Mrs. Gaswell, My husband always
uses his handkerchief!”
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